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DARING DEEDS AT BLACKPOOL. 


P “I don’t know whether it is that Poor Papa ts even less oofy than usual, but his chief idea this season scems to be to turn his tour to pecuniary advantage. I can 
quite believe that things are sometimes made extremely unpleasant at the diggings when he finds himself a bit short on settling day, but this can be no excuse for 
scandalously endangering the life of his offspring in the way he did at Blackpool the other day. Dad says the Sloperini Troupe would soon make the Craggs and 
Schaffers sit up, and he's seriously thinking of going into the profession when he gets back. The profession indeed! He ought to go into a lunatic asylum.” —Toorsie. 


“SEVEN DIALS” AT THE SEASIDE. THE PENTONVILLE MISER 


— 


OLD Tom Cooke, when a young man, came up te London 
town ina Norwich waggon at the expense of his friends, 
and arrived safely with eight shillings in his pocket and in 
his heart the laudable ambition of becoming an exciseman 
and informer. 

He found, however, that his qualification to act as excise. 
man could not be obtained without great delay, much ditti- 
culty, and some expense, But he worked) hard, saved 
money, and eventually became an excise officer, armed 
when on duty, with a cutlass and a pair of pistols, 

Whilst inspecting some paper mills the proprietor died. 
and the widow resolved to carry on the business. Now 
came Cooke's chance, Having discovered sundry infrac- 
tions of the law, incurring penalties of several thousande 
of pounds, he privately informed the ill Sd that these 
penalties, if levied, would amount to more Chan double the 
value of all her property and expose her to beggary and 
the King’s Bench. He assured her that the frauds were 
only known to himself, and that the only wag to keep the 
matter secret. was for her to marry him. She consented, 
but suggested the propriety of deferring the marriage till 
the time allotted to the mourning fer her first husband had 
expired. Cooke agreed to the delay, “ having taken care to 
obtain her consent and promise on parchment.” 

On his marriage our worthy hero became. pogsessed of all 
his wife's property, which was very larze, and be now began 
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to show his true nature. For instance, ne was never at home at 
meal times for fear a customer or friend might drop in to ake 
luck, “ A four-and-a-half caxk of table beer he kept for the indul- 
gence of his wife, and to this he had a lock-cock—the key of 
which he kept, as he found his servants would not drink water.” 

For his own drinking, at his own expense, he took nothing but 
water, and was often seen at a pump in the street. Finding out 
the dinner hours of his best customers he found excuses for 
dropping in upon them, and stayed su long they were obliged to 
ask him to stay through the meal. 

Whilst dining heartily it was his habit to make known how 
many thousands he was worth, and if there were children in the 
family would express great atlection for them, and insist on their 
names being written down for him to put in his pocket-book, by 
which little trick the deluded parents, imagining, of course, that 
they would all be remembered in his will, were induced to lavish 
mig upon him in the shape of game, poultry, sucking r'gh 

ams, etc, Of these he kept some of the worst for the use of his 
family and sold the rest in Leadenhall Market. 

Cooke's poor wife, after, much privation and neglect, died of a 
broken heart, and Cooke, having disposed of his business, took a 
house on a long lease at Pentonville, 

In his latter years he waa in nailing health. He did not hesitate 
to cadge among his friends for free tickets for a dispensary where 
he could get medicine and advice gratis, but the story of his wealth 
becoming known he was ordered off the premises, 

One winter's morning at tour o'clock he rang up a doctor's 
servant and asked to see his master. He was told that the master 
had been out all night attending a dangerous case and had only 
just gone to bed, but he could see the assistant, who was just then 
peses on his clothes to come downstairs, “Ile may put off 

is clothes again and go to bed,” cried Cooke. “I will sco 
none but the master.” At length the unhappy doctor crawled 
downstairs, and Cooke having spent three-quarters of an hour 
giving him a list of his complaints, the victim made him up a 
draught, and being asked what was his charge said “ Kighteen- 
nce.” “1 never heard of such extortion in my life,” cried Cooke, 

I thought you might have made me up something for twopence !” 

When the penurious wretch died he left manv thousands to 
charities and £20 to his poor old housekeeper. The lawyer had 
written £25 iu the will, but he struck out the “5.” 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


SoME TRUE STATEMENTS RESPECTING CERTAIN HORRIBLE 
OCCURRENCES ON BOARD THE “GIDDY GEEZER.” 


No. 6.—Statement of WALL-EYED WILKINS, Stoker, 


_“P'_a working man as works hard while at it. There's nothing 
like work. If you ain’t working what are you upto? Round the 
corner at the pub. taking your ease like a out-and-out Toff and 
enjoying taba proper. Look at that! I have been asked what 
I know of this crawly, blood-curdling crime and these cold and 
creepy ghostesses, My opinion is that steps ought to be took. If 
you ask me what stepa, I say it ain't my Es to point ‘em out to 
them that’s got the office. All I say is take ‘em, 

“(Signed) WALL-EYED WILKINS.” 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
———— 
bead Pagrecpopients wiehing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submiticd, Do not inclose loose stampa, 


Quite enough, too, 8. FE. ALLEN. Very likely, ARTHUR BLANE, 
Sorry, S81B, we can't adcise yous Probably it's on the mine, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 642,—The “ Bude Bathing” Costume. 


[Saturday, August 15, 129}, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Election Agent. But what is your objection to voting for Mr. 
Stumper? his political opinions are the same as yours, ‘ 

Mr, Stigginpotter, So they may be, sir; but at his last speech | 
distinctly heard him state that he was in favour of upholding the 
Empire, sir. The man who can support one of them sinful music. 
‘all places ain't the right person to represent us in the ‘Ouse, jd 
that's why I'm going to vote agin him, , : 


fg 
“ FINE mornin’, your wushup,” said the old offender, jaunti 
he stepped into the dock. “ Tin afraid not,” said fiber es 
had done something for the comic papers as a young man ; “it , 
without-the-option morning in your case, | fancy.” 
[Anda Sourteen days’ job it proved to be, 


& 
THAT “ woman is the lesser man” was sung 
By Locksley’s lips ; and many a wise professor 
Of metaphysics, though less tart of tongue, 
Has owned that Woman is indeed the lesser, 


But Caudle, when (within the midnight drear) 
A wrathful lecture from a rabid rater 

Grates harshly on hia agonizing ear, 
Is grieved to find that Woman is the GRATER, 


Trate Father. Johnnie, you've been throwing stones again. You 
romised me the last time that you'd never do it again. You. 
roken your word, : 

Up-to-date Johnny, Oh! well, dad, you've broken your word, ton, 

Jrate Father, How's that? / 

Up-to-date-Johnny, Why, you swore you'd give mea thrashin; 

if I did it again, 

Jrate Father, Did 1? Then I will, (-lnd he did 1] 


Smith, 1 just met Brown— 

Ttubinson ( ithe gag The mean skunk ! 

Smith (astonished). Why that is just what he said when [ 
mentioned your name to him! 

Ltobinaon, The Dickens he did!) Well, then, all I can say is 
that he deserves to have his head puuched for speaking iu such a 
manner of a friend behind his back. 


STORM-TOSSED TOMMY BY THE SEA. 


Threc pence inthe shilling, Bory. Not from us, though, N. P. B. A : / . . ae 
Wonaerful indeed, A READER; Sead ‘em up and let us ace. Nasty La 222 p » 
pride, of course, MALONEY ; ALLY wouldn't hare it done, Thanks 
Jor letter, ELLs W1TTIN ; That's, we think, the only one, 
—_——— 


“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, eens - 
EQUAL TO 


CCASION. 


ae THE 
forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland Algy. \ wish we had had a boat. A canoe’s sv awxward—can't 
excepted, post free: kiss anyone, don'tcherknow. . 
3 monthe, 18. 6d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. Laura, Let's get out for a little while. 


In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LoNpON, E.C. 


“My heye, Tommy, youare a toff !—wotjer gorron, yer summer 
close!” © Well—cr—summer close, an’ summer not!” 


——~4o— 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 
RI 


PA Ss. 
On sale at alt Kiosquee and Bookscliers’, and at our Agents, 
ALBERT HESS & Co, 
7 RUE DU 29 JUILLET. 
—+—- 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of ia Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Sercants on duty excepted), who shall —. to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'8 HALF- 


QUEEN VICTORIA'S RECORD REIGN. 
How TO CELEBRATE IT. 

THE Daily Telegraph has opened its columns to the discussion 
of this subject, and many senseless plans have resulted. In mo-t 
cases the hot weather was to blame; but as a rule there is nu 
accounting for the vagaries of aeqrer} correspondence. . 

The staff of “The Sloperies” determined to assist their 
esteemed contemporary and neighbour, and the collective wisdom 
of Shoe Lane comes to the rescue of Fleet Street. 

Here is our idea as to what should be done to celebrate the 
record ren of our dear Queen. The hearts of her subjects zo out 
to her, and she may easily reciprocate the feeling by following the 
ensuing programme of suggestions towards marking the auspicious 
era :— 


Hoipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY" is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 

es 


Mrs. Sloper should be awarded Her Majesty's most gracious 
and munificent bounty, 

The twins should be re-vaccinated and sent to a reformatory at 
WENT ONE BETTER. the expense of a grateful nation. 
Budding Grace, Made a blob, Alexandry should be made Field-Marshal-in-Chief, with right of 


eh? pillage and full liberty to kill. 
HE BROUGHT THEM TOGETHER. ere ; Budding. Stoddart. Y Bill Higgins should be emall-gauged and dropped into the 
Lillie Tickelt (singa}— needn't bunk, so did pa re Regent's Canal with a brick tied round his throat. 
“You may look, but you Rudding Grace (stumped for Cousin Evelina should be canonised as a saint and incarcerated 
mustn't touch,” a secund ). Yes, but Irana bye! in the nearest nunnery. 


Aunt Geeser should be offered the first vacancy among the 
Royal paupers at Hampton Court Palace. If there is no immediate 
ail room should be found at once. (Rat poison is the safe-t 
course), 

Ikey Mo should be appointed Mannging-Director of all new 
exeling companies registered before the slump comes. : 

Uncle Boftin should be sent as missionary tu the most cannl- 
balistic of all the Cannibal Islands, hore 

McGooseley should be connected with a distillery, (An india. 
rubber tube is recommended), : 

Lord Bob should be presented with the freedom of all the music 
halls in England, 

The Honourable Billy should be granted free permission tu shout 
writ-servers at sight, F 

The Dook Snook should be introdneed to an American heire=* 
whose father, having made the “dough,” is anxious tu decorate it 
with the strawberry leaves. 

Lardi Longsox should be given the fce-simple of the Savoy 
Hotel and the reversion of the “Star and Garter.” 

Tootsie should be created Baroness Fulham and Countess of 
Piccadilly in her own right, with a perpetual pension to herseit 
and her heirs in tail male. 

Snatcher should be granted exemption from the dog tax and 
muzzling orders, - 

, ‘ ; And the Old Man himeelf should be given the Elixir of Life, so 
Mra. Goidfinch (engaging new housemaid). But your terms are that he may for ever flourish in immortal youth. 


rather high. : « ry « ry ry « 
Emma, Well, it’s on account of being burglar proof, mem, P.S.—One hundred guineas is offered by a well-known firm 
Mrs. Goldfinch, Being what? (through the columns of the Daily Jelegraph), for the best sus- 
Emma, You see, 1 undertakes ns there shall always be one or gestion for celebrating our Queen’s recon n the event of Her 
' two of ay & boom men looking after the house, Majesty accepting the nbove plan, the hundred guineas will be 
“My friend, Mr. Green.” Mrs, Goldfinch, Humph ! divided among the staff of the * HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


Saturaay, August 15, 1856.) 
TOOTSIE AT BUDE. 


—— 


Ir you take my advice when you take your snnual holiday, 
whatever else_you neglect don’t neglect to bay Upcott Gill's guide 
to Seaside Watering Places, now in the twentieth year of its 
existence and thoroughly up-to-date. ‘To travel without a guide- 


We arrive in :tate, 


book is a very absurd proceeding and robs you of many pleasures, 
but there is, ina general way, no wickeder man than your guide. 
book publisher, For instance, Ma_ possesses two guides bought 
twenty years ago: one, that to Southend, speaks of a theatre there 
existing in the lower town at which Edmund Keen played ; the 
other, the guide to London, says the price charged to go up the 
Monument is sixpence. Neither of those statements at the time 
was correct. Buy Upcott Gill and be Beene 

We are just now at Bude, at the Falcon, and all things con- 
sidered are enjoying ourselves, and not quarrelling much more 
than usual. 1 feel sure that in congenial companionship I could 
enjoy myself very much indeed at dear old Bude. It is not n 
boisterous spot, as far as entertainment is concerned, but when the 
weather is a bit rough the sea is perhaps grander than any where 
on the wild north Cornwall coast. How delightful it is to gaze 
alone by night upon the raging ocean. Whilst so employed, 
I encountered a stranger smoking a sixpenny cigar with an 
ornamental paper band surrounding it. He had a handsome face, 
n budding moustache, and a tourist's suit of apparent costliness, 
He said, * Bit chilly to-night, mise, ain't it? Feel like a drop o’ 
something warm, myself. What say?" I withered him with a 
glance. Even here, all these miles on miles, far from the madding 
crowd, there 
are ‘Arries 
about. 

Perhaps, you 
wonder how we 
got here from 
Minehead, but 
pl ase don‘task 
sue, Our suffer- 
inus by ocean, 
rail and coach 
were something 
too awful to 
think of, and f 
the expenses 4 
incurred by 
that idiotic 
Lord Bob in- 
sisting on 
hiring that 
foolish acht 
with an idea of 


economy, you 
could hardly 
credit. 


Our arrival, 
however, 
caused the us- 
ual excitement, 
and the cheer- 
ing (mostly by 
small boys) was 
unmistakably 
enthusiastic. 

Thereare lots 
of rocks, caves and coves round about Bude, and in particular a 
rock called Black Rock, under which, the oldest inhabitant of 
the town told me, a bloodthirsty wrecker, by the name of 
Featherstone, is imprisoned until he shall have made a rope of 
sand, Featherstone must be having a lively time down there. 

The poor Dook is ina bad way, His tenant has found him out 
and made a perfect wreck of him. We don't know whether his 
Grace's nose was pulled, as promised, but it looks very red. 


———— 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS, 
No. 25, 


BERNARD BARNSTORMER SLOPER. 
Born, 1540. SLAIN WITH A HALF-BRICK, 1586. 
from the Painting by EJ. Gregory, A.R.A. at the Hotel Cecil, 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from ail parts ef the Worid. 


SLOPER'S PlLls 


PRICE 9i¢ PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY EACH Box. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


107 Waterloo Road, S.E. 
7 July 16th, 1896. 
DEAR SIRS,— TI can confidently recommend 
Sloper’s Pills as a wonderful cure for headache 
und indigestion, Yours faithfuily, 
HENRY £. KAUFFMAN, 


IF: YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
oid. IN STAMPS TO 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of 3 PF ADIES 


safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- 
TO gularities and sbetraciions, a iieedy which LADIES 
TO under the most trying circumstances and in LADIES 
aa the most earetite ont as oxen LADIES 
IBSTINATE CASES LADIES 
TO NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD LADIES 
RE F 
TO GENERALLY IN A FEW Hours, LADIES 
TO No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, LADI 
a. as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, LADIES 
writes: LAD: 
TO “By adopting your treatment my anxiety nao 
TO and misery was over within twenty-four hours, LADIES 
T although for over three months I had n 
i ay jaxinz me and other ings : vain, LA 
a e quantity you sent proved effective, 
TO to my intense S09 sad ourpriea.” LADIES 
TO A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi. LADIES 
TO monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
TO = Lea ry 4s. 6d. (by post, 43, 9d.) is us- re 
ually sufticient for anv case. LAD: 
TO Ful "pba vata will be gladly forwarded to LADIES 
TO any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. LADIES 
TO Write privately to— 
Mrs. A. 8. ALLEN, LADIES 
TO 145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
TO LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALE 


Are Unequalled. The most effectualon carth. Nothing can resist them. 


94d., 1/13, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
of a stamped addressed envelope. 


NOT KNOWN! ; 

SEEING that old Bill Boyler arrived at_ man’s estate long before 
the School Board was out of its shell, and that as soon as he found 
the way to make sanitary soap out of tallow waste he hadn't time 
for anything else, it wasn't ag atpesttd surprising that when he 
became a full-blown millionaire he hadu’t got much more educa- 
tion by him than he could do with. 

Lots of people say that it doesn't matter much what a man’s 
short of so long as he isn’t short of money ; but that’s all bunkum, 
Old Bill Boyles wished to go on the Continent like other moneyed 
men, but what he was short of was ability to patter the parley. 

“Never go to France,” once said rare old Tom Hood, “unless 
you know the lingo,” which old Bill Boyler certainly didn't. Cer- 
tainly one can employ an interpreter, but that course is too much 
like the procedure of the Polish Jew of Hounsditch to suit a real 
live millionaire. 

So old Bill Boyler went to Paria, “on his own,” as he put it, and 
“chanced the ducks.” Some men’s luck is seldom out, and so it 
seemed with old Lill Boyler, for the first restaurant he set foot in 
and demanded 

“Un tasse de corfy, sivvoo play?” 

AEs Loatene waiter he ever met motioned him to a seat and 
replied, 

“ ieee sar, and ville you have a crumpet or eggsanbacon 
wiz it?” 

Old Bill had tumbled across 1 waiter that spoke intelligible 
English at his first attempt, and he was highly delighted over it. 
Moreover the chap was as obliging asa Hebrew money lender— 
changed old Bill's English quids into francs and louis, put him up 
to all the best shows to go and see, and generally made himself 
indispensable. Old Bill got along famously ; if he had an alterca- 
tion with a cabman or an argument with an importunate shop- 
keeper he sent for his waiter, and when at last the day came for 
him to return to London, the tears almost stood in his eyes. The 
parting was closely akin to pathetic, 

“1 never forgits a kindness, cockie,” he said to the fellow, “so 
there’s a real Hinglish banknote for yer for ten pound!” 

The waiter’s surprise and gratitude reduced him to a state of 
tears. With salt water in his eyes he thanked hia patron again and 
ngain, and finally declared that as he wished to be near his 
senerous benefactor, and a little café in Wardour Street, Soho, had 
4een offered him at a grent sacrifice he would leave Paris that very 
week and try his fortune in London, Z 

“And I'm blowed if I won't be yer best customer!” magnani- 
mously cried old Boyler, as, wringing the servitor’s greasy hand, 
he hurried away. 

a * e *  ] * 

How many promises are there, generously made and ungrudg 
ingly given, that stern, relentless Fute decrees shall never be ful 
filled! (Answers should reach this office not later than Saturday, 
Sept. 12th). 

uy niter day has old Bill Boyler sought his menial friend, but 
the only result is that his temper is becoming rapidly soured. 
Into every café in Wardour Street has he been ; he has eu 
for his man and described his 5 aed but it always ends the 
same way—in their laughing at hin heartily, 

* Vat vas hees name!” they ask, ; 

“His name was Garsong, a3 I've told you before,” roars old Bill. 
and even the little black-eyed children laugh, whereat old Bill 
loses his temper“ Everybody was familiar with him ext there,” 
the old man muses sadly, “ but ere the mere mention of his name 
sets the fools gizgliu’. Poor Garsong, I wonder where he really is?” 


oo 
ALL RIGHT THERE. 


THE best preventive for sea sickness, is to climb a tall tree and 
stay there until the voyage is over. 


SHUTTING HIM UP 


Master Tommy, 1 don't see that you grown-u le know 
such a lot. Why, a child can often ‘usk a questi a wine aa 
Dante Neb, Xen, 7 but if | 

acle Bab, Yes, Tommy ; but if he asks too many he 
to bed—we're wise enough for that. ee 


—~-r—_—_ 


A MARGATE TRAGEDY. 

IT was at Margate that he met her, merry, health-restoring 
Margate, whose jetty extension can provide as fine» beauty show 
any evening during the season, as the keenest judge of feminine 
loveliness could desire. 

Unlike the maiden immortalized by the once famous nigger ballad, 
she was not strolling on the jetty with her back hair hanging 
down. Her auriferous tresses, as a matter of fact, were neatly 
coiled in the very latest mode, beneath one of the sweetest things 
in sailor hats young Reginald Percy nad ever clapped eyes on, and 
she wore, moreover, & blouse of bewitching beauty, and a blue 
serge skirt that just revealed the very prettiest pair of tan-clad 
tootsies in the town, 

And he loved her, loved her with a double-distilled, underproof 
concentrated essence 
of affection that 
should have won the 
heart of this fair but 
fickle goddess, 

Alas! though, he 
had a rival, Edith 
Gertrude's fatal 
beauty had also en- 
slaved the heart of 
the bright voung dis- 
ciple of Asculapius, 
who dispensed 

m salts and 
sticking-plaister at 
the chemist’s in—, 
but no, ‘twere wiser 
to suppress the name 
of the street. For 
some days, he had 
basked in the sun- 
shine of her smiles 
but the advent of 
Reginald Percy had 
queered his pitch, 
and obtained for him a shoulder of quite Arctic temperature. 

But he had sworn revenge, and chance in future threw oppor. 
tunity quickly in his way. The sun had not agreed with Reginald 
Percy's complexion ; his nose was assuming an unbecoming hue 
and he egun to pecl in a way that, to say the least of it, did 
not add to his appearance. His charmer had commented unfavour- 
ably upon it that very afternoon, Something had to be done, and 
Reginald Percy went into the nearest chemist’s and requested to be 
ee ee with the wherewithal to allay the trouble. 

is rival smole a smile of devilish triumph as he made up the 
lotion. All unsuspectingly the miserable victim paid for it, and 
went his way. That night he applied it as directed and bore the 
smarting with uncomplaining fortitude. But next morning! Was 
that his face, that hideous mass of colossal pimples? Horror of 
horrors, and he had promised to take Edith to Pegwe!l that morn- 
ing, had hoped, too, to put his fate to the test, 

Vor mvee long days he never dared to go outside the door, Then 
as the eruption began to decrease, he ventured out one dark evening 
in search of Edith Gertrude. But he found her not. Two days 
before The Royal Serercign had borne her away, and the treacherous 
youog chemist, in the character of her aflianced lover, had seen her 
off, 


—1——— 


SHE KNEW HER WORTH. 


“ Ah, Mees Monnaiebag, I am very fond of the sea.” “I suppose 
it’s because it’s the first letter in cash, Baron. eh?” 


260 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, August 15, 1696, 
SHAKESPEARE ADULTERATED. BRUTE! 


JAKEY'S ONLY CHANCE FOR A BIKE 


<N 
WS 


“ Mark where it stands! 


i : ry * ° * Gertie. Don't you think we might aiford to get married 
Gluckstcin (ax ambulance with injured cyclist Lay but a paw upon that, sacred bottle, next spring, George, dearest '—you know they say what's 
gocs by). Ran quick, Jakey, and ask him vat he aoe merged heac pe OR poy it wore a Lincoln and Bennett, snoues for ae is esoust for a ner ae ' 
f F : m te unch the cur-r-r-rse of SLOPER !" eorge, Hum—that may ui some things, but j 
vante for his machine, he vill rell it cheep! “SLOPER,” a Tragedy: Act 3, Scene 19. certainly does not apply to camp stools. ai : 
*,* Miss Sloper will be debighted to receive photo- NOT BAD FOR A YOUNG 'UN. A NEAT RETORT. 


raphs from those of her friends whose portraits 
) Bes not yét been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 


“T addressed the child ‘Good mornine. 
daughter of the Evil One!" © And what 
did she say?” “Merely, ‘Good morning, 
Sather,” 


CABBY KNEW HIS FARE. 


No. 456.—MIss QUEENIE DALWOooD. 
“ As Queen of My Heart she reigneth alone.” 
—The Dook Snook, A oe 
“ Adal others pale before her peerless beauty.” Saf 
—Jord Bob, 


_ : ane “Those knickers of yours are disgraceful, Willie ; [ shall leave them behind when we go hume.” 
Tell anes tetova ray Gare tO. Billy. “There isn't much left behind to leave behind, mamma.” : 


ANOTHER MYSTERY. 


Cabby. | haven't a match, miss—only my 
pipe; but I'm always ready to oblige a lady. 


Jes Paows 


1) It was awfu’ hot last Sabbath morying, and twa bumble bees (2) Wha’ loupit up howling and roariog words that 3) “ Dear me!” said McFaden, j : he soopit 
“oe buzzing thro’ ke Kirk. The een o' the JAird and Mr. MéSwine = were vera muckle oot o’ place in the Sanctuary, and oe the Elder's seat, * what anes Wine Ries they bocalens hed: 
were closet! in deep contynplation, amd the Eldez's hands creepit they were baith hustled oot o’ the Kirk swearin’ like  they’re vera like they lang pins the weemin folks wear in they 
lovingly round his féllow Elders. heathens. hats the noo,” 
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A ° hogcf- long - Pull ° : Kir 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. : 
The “General's” followers, you know, In thousands flock to see the show :—The Li, as probably you've seen, A little visit paid to the Queen :—Atlantic 
crossed in open boat, It really is a feat of note:—The birds are pple and ought To give the very best of sport:—They pitched their camp out Dorking 
way, And had a very jolly day :—Lord Nelson’s victory is not By grateful England yet forgot :—The wily President, I hear, Refuses quite to interfere. 
—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


BATHING FROM THE SHORE. 


ithe, 


Tompkins, Excuse me, ladies, but your bulldog is taking care of my clothes instead 


= of yours, and from his reception, | imagine he does not think | am you, “Er—I say, Miss Fitztrevor, is that your natural 
a et ‘Enery, wot if wage Silber hreiee i ligure “ Of curset is, silly, 
ead, you needn't look about it. He warn’t 
ho relation 0° sien, was he?” “Well, not exactly A DOUBTFUL COMPLIMENT. 


a relation, Robert, but I've been an ‘ad supper with 
is cook every night for the last ten years, so I feels 
quite like une of the family.” 


it (at 


PN ied viet necapeclds ley inlctanh A TRUE TALE FROM THE SEA. 
ick. § made all my money w my voice, re p - . wor : ; 5. = ht 
F'luffie. Y ing beautifully. “Misa Fastleigh says you called your yacht The Funny after her. Well, yes, Mermaid, Come and help me, girls, I’ve caug 
Dik Kole emeen my earns a bookmaker. S00 see, they both sail so very close to the wind. : such a beauty. 
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THE Metropolitan may always be relied upon to furmen a 
‘plendid evening's entertainment, Dropping in the other evenin 
<0! we found the programme well 

i up to the usual mark, anda 
big audience evidently in the 
full enjoyment of the good 
things so liberally provided 
for it. Nita Clavering's 
national songs. were well 
received, Tom and Lily 
English proved vastly amus- 
ing, and Amy Lyster's three 
ditties “took” the house, 
Mons, Arvey, who forms the 
subject of our illustration, 
provided another capital 
turn, He is a wonderful 
ejuilibriet, and his feats are 
well and smartly done, 
Edgware Roaders, and dwel- 
lers in the vicinity thereof, 
mie fortunate in having a 
first rate hall like the Met. 
so handy, "* 


THE QOzonised and Salined 
Voyageur has this day bes- 
towed the * Award of Merit” 
upon GEORGE, because he 
knows how ta mix hia drinks, 
* Feyther,” suddenly shrieked 
the boy Alexandry, “ who the 
‘ell is George?” ‘After it was 
. carefully explained to him 
that the new F.0.8. 15 George of the American Bar, Concert des 
Ambassadeurs, Paris, he burst out afresh, “ Mong pear, mong pear, it 
is useless for me to address you ar lar Fransy, ‘cos you wouldn't 
comprenny ; anyhow, it's clear you've been on the mopping lay 
agin ong Paris. Wot a pity ~~ ean't chuck it and take poor ler 
present une petty vare derloh. Sir Wilfrid Laws—.” But the 
Old Un wasn't going to be talked to ns if he were a sort of male 
Jane Cakebread, so taking up a convenient jelly-tish he bunged it 
at the lad’s boko with the precision of a Queen's Prizeman, and a 
temporary rest followed, ee 

s 


_ANYoxr who happens to be in Coventry, onght to run in to 
the Old Wheel, in Leicester Road, and say “ //ow-de-doo 2?” to Joe 
Vickers, the worthy boss. Joe's knowledge of booze. watches 
and self-defence is unique. A rum mixture, isn't it? 

s 


s 
ALL things considered it will prove to be a very decent harvest, 
The farmer will tell you it doesn't make much difference to him ; 
he can't grow 
wheat at a 
proee. and 
arley and 


oats hs him 
but little bet- 
ter. The un- 
initiated will 
feel tempted 
to ask the 
pessimistic 
agriculturist 
how he man- 
ages to live at 
all, and it’s 
quite prob- 
able the far. 
mer would 
admit he 
really didn't 
know. Well, 
well! repeat- 


bit; but he’s 
a right good 
sort at heart. 
and, poor 
chap, he’s got 
lots to gruin- 
ble at. He works hard and risks much for his harvest. 
deserves a good one, *\° 


He 


Ir was a pretty sight, while she was on at the Alhamtea a few 
weeks back, to see Marie Lloyd and Charlie Mitchell playing about 
in the sea off Brighton Pier, like a couple of young . Marie, 
in black stockings and white shoes on the shoulders of Pony 
Moore's son-in-law, is a treat you don't get every day in the week. 
As George and Jim, the pier bathing attendants, observed to A. 
SLOPER, “ Lor’ bless yer, sir, we wouldu’t have missed it for 
worlds, it was quite too luvely is a 


PAUL MERITT used to say that he never knew a man who 
worked harder than Augustus Ilarris. Directly Gussie got out of 
bed he commenced work, and long before he was dressed he had, 
as a rule, compieted some important business. Paul said that even 
while Druriolanus's hair was being parted, which was never a long 
job, he has known a contract involving thousands of pounds to be 
signed, No wonder, poor chap, he died at forty-four, 


s 

THE new Alhambra ballet Rip Van Winkle isa most emphatic 
auccess, and quite the best thing we have seen there for a long 
while. Signor 
Coppi has exer- 
ci his facile 
invention with a 
result that gives 
us a bright, pic- 
turesque, anima- 
ted epectacle, 
whilst adage 
the outlines of the 
well-known story 
with commendable 
lucidity. For the 
bright, catchy, yet 
withal excellent 
music of M. Plan- 
quette, there can 
naught but 
praise, a large 
modicum of which 
must, too, be 
bestowed — upon 
Mr. Fred Storey 
for his clever and 
humorous imper- 
sonation of Rip. 
The new Alhambra 
ballet is, unques- 
tionably, one of 
the first things 

you must go and see when you come back from your holidays. 


Harry FIELD, nick-named Chang on account of his height, is 
the tallest resident in Brighton. In youthful days on the old 
Eton and Middlesex Cricket Ground, we used to speak of him as 
long Field on. 


CHEEK. 


Pater, Wants to marry you? Nonsense !—a child like you, too! 
Why. your mother didn’t marry me till she was thirty. 

Sweet Sixteen, Yes, dad ; and look what a dreadful choice she 
had to make, through leaving it so long. 


—>_4¢—— 


OTHER BUSINESS ON HAND. 


Elsie, Auntie said we were to dip our heads first thing, or we 
should catch cold. 

seer: Thanks, I don’t come here to wet my hair, and luuk 
a fright. 


te 


SEASIDE SONNETS, 
No, 4.—THE JokistT’s DISAPPOINTMENT. 


By the scribbling of numerous 
Things which are humorous— 
That's how I earn my hebdomadal pay : 
And I thought I should light upon 
Something to write upon, 
Surely, by spending a week at Herne Bay ! 


My holiday's ended, and 
All my heart's rended and 
Torn with a feeling of sadness to-day, 
Here, dixappointedly, 
Rave I disjointedly 
Over the lack of success at Herne Bay ! 


Alas! my good landlady 
Turned out a bland lady, 
Honest and upright as Job in his day : 
Good food I was kept upon, 
Likewise I slept upon 
Snow-white and insectless sheets at Herne Pay ! 


Roatmen, song-making men, 
Photograph-taking men, 
Pestered me not, on the beach as I lay : 
Fair maids me chided not : 
Fortune provided not , 
One single theme for my muse at Herne Bay ! 


——— 


AN ANCIENT STAIN. 

It was A. SLOPER, who being desirous of learning whether there 
was any truth in the statement that Seneca was addicted to 
drunkenness, opened an illustrated encyclopedia, and having found 
the name of the celebrated philosopher, the first object that met 
his gaze wasa blurred and blotted woodcut, beneath which the 
words, “Seneca after an ancient bust.” The ardent and venerable 
investigator, finding his worst fears confirmed, adjourned to shed 
a silentetear in the * Black Dog.” 


THOUGHT HE MEANT FEET. 

“No, sir,” said the mendicant, sadly, as he told the story of his 
woes, “nowhere could I keep a situation. My fate, sir, was too 
strong.” “ Dear, dear,” said his sympathetic Irish auditor, * were 
they really now? What a dreadful aftliction to be sure.” Aud 
dropping a sixpence in the ready palm he hurried away, 


REALLY! 


“Tt is perfectly disgraceful, Mary, your showing so 
much of your nether limbs. Nothing whatever would 
induce me to do such a thing.” 


(Saturday, August 15, 1806. 
OUR LADY'S CORNER, 


CONDUCTED BY LaD¥ Downy, 
= 


PIoxkER.—Why not make them yourself? With a little in» 
nuity and patience, and a few deft fingers such as every He 
woman always possesses, you are sure to succeed, You ‘i 4 
require two yards of cloth, double width, and rather mor, at 
that of lining, on account of the pockets, Be sure you dai 
forget them, or you will not be able to assume the delight ihe 
free and easy attitude, leaning against the mantelpiece, Which ly 
all admire so much. They are cut square, very full behind tbe 
fulness being held up by satin bands across the shoulders i l 
think that perhaps you had better enclose 1s, 74d. for a Patten : 
and if you forward another shilling—in halfpanny stamps— ||) 
send you the explanation how to use it and cut them out Y : 
suggestion about making your husband wear them once. just ta 
see how they look, is not at all a ba: one, if you have sui” 
moral influence over him to ren him to put them 

CHANTICLEER.—I am not at all surprised that your hostess co; 
peioed, for your behaviour was in the worst possible taste ie 

uture when asked to sing in society Seinen never to rai z 
your voice so as to interfere with, much less drown, the conver. 
sation, for which a song is the recognised signal, es 

Love Sick.—There are several ways of finding out whether he 
loves you or not, but I should recommend the good old-fash joneil 
one of “the faint” if you have sufficient resolution to carry it 
out properly, In order to show a little originality it mich; he 
as well to choose an opportunity, just as you were meetins him 
in the street, fall gracefully on to the curb and cut open the 
corner of your forehead, where the hair will cover the mark of 
the wound, The sight of your blood will be the greatest test 
If he loves you he will rush to you, pick you up, pillow 
your head upon his breast, indifferent to the mess you 
will make his clean shirt-front in, call you pretty natives 
and most likely propose on the spot ; but if, on the other hand’ 
he does not love, he will most likely call policeman or send for 
the ambulance, so that you will have no trouble in ascertaining 
the state of his feelings, There is yet another test, but I con. 
sider it as too severe for the young man of the present day, though 
it may have been suitable to the cavalier of the past. “It ix to 
prepare yourself when you know he is coming to the house by 
previously eating onions, and leaving off your hair and teeth 
when you go downstairs to welcome him. If he will stand that 
he must be very much in love, indeed, : 

VictTim.—Buy a packet of blanket-pins and fasten the bedclothes 
down your side to the mattress. He'll soon leave off pulling 
when he tinds that he can't get them, They are, undoubtedly, 
the most selfish animals in creation, ¥ 


Sulticient 
on, 


4 


NO FOREIGNERS NEED APPLY, 


“No, Bill, I ain't a-goin’ to ‘ave that—that’s a French ‘un, Toss 
° up fair, or I'm ortt.” 


ed 


AMICABLY SETTLED. 


A QUAKER, driving a single horse-chaize up a narrow lan, 
happened to meet a young man who was in a similar conveyaue. 
There was not room enough for them to pass each other unless one 
of them backed his carriage, which both refused to do. 

“Tl not make way for you,” said the young fellow, defiantly. 

“I think I am older than thouart,” said the Quaker, “and there: 
fore have a right to expect thee to make way for me.” 

“T won't,” resumed the young man, He then pulled out a copy 
of “SLOPER,” and began to read, ag he sat still in his chaise. ; 

The Quaker, observing him, pulled a pipe and tobacco from his 
pocket, lpr his pipe, and sat pufting away quite comfortably. 
“ Friend,” said he, “ when thou hast exhaust *SLOPER,’ | should 
be glad if thou wouldst lend it me.” 

The young man gave up the contest. 


ey 


THE RIVERSIDE HOTEL. 


Customer, Waiter, this beef is all outside. id 
rei aiter, All right sir, when you pays you'll find we charges outsive 
ices, 


ee ee EO Te 


Saturday, August 15, 1896.] 
THE TOSTSIE BATHING 


Ethel. I say, Maude, take away those stockings of yours—they 
don't look nice, you know. 


Maude (inside, dressing). They are yours, dearest. 


ie 


CRUEL OF THE OLD 'UN. 


SLOPER, 08 all the world knows, has his wise moments of 
personal penetration. He says that when he sees one of the new 
women walking in a public street with a wooden toothpick 
protruding from her mouth, he is fain to suspect that those lips 
were wont to encircle « clothes-peg in days gone by, and that her 
present costume is but the survival of a fixed habit. 


THE ABDICATION OF MRS. BRYSON. 


—— 


CHAPTER IV. 


As Mr. John B. Thomson naa surmised. it was the head man of 
the tribe who was now approaching the terror stricken castaways 
and the group of savages who had surrounded them. The head 
aan was an imposing figure, like alt the othera he wore a some- 
what meagre imitation of « Scottish kilt, but had the additional 
dignity of x brilliantly coloured cotton bed-cover thrown saltirewire 

round his manly person. On 

his head he wore a brilliantly 

f polished ‘kitchen dishcover, 

y # sand asthe bright sun gleamed 

upon its polished surface the 

4 ‘, heart of John Babbleton 

Thomson beat high with hope, 

for he accepted the appearance 

of that humble kitchen uten- 

silas evidence that civilisation 

had made some progress in 

that far away spot. His 

emotion was deepened further 

when the dusky chief paused 

a few steps from them, and in 
deep bass tones remarked : 

“'Ta-ra-ra-boom-deay,” and 
nodded in a way that indi- 
cated a manner that might be 
appreciative of fresh meat or 
of a desire to be stb gc 

“Certainly,” said John B, 
Thomson, “you are quite right. Likewise, hi-tiddley-hi-ti.” 

“ Don’ know him,” said the chief, “ You Englees, Got auy rum? 
Alleluyah.” 

“Yes, we're English. Sorry we're out of rum at present. This 
lady does the Alleluyah for the firm,” said John B. Thomson in an 
ingratiating manner. 

“How you come?” said the black boss, as he looked over the 
picturesque pair. 

Ps Sailed—steamboat,” said J. B. Thomson in a conciliatory tone 
of voice. 

“ Ah, where ship?” 

“Ship's away. Over the sea. We're shipwreck—lost.” 

“That your wife?” 

“No, that’s my wife’s mother.” 

“She is a beauty.” 

‘Well, she wasn't considered so in home circles,” said John B. 
Thomson. 

“You are a brute, John Thomson,” said Mrs. Bryson, with 
considerable dignity, 

“You mentioned that before, Mra. Bryson, and there is no use 
travelling over the same ground again.” 

“She married?” 

“Widow—husband gone dead,” said John, as he significantly 
pointed downwards. 

“Me marry her. Wife gone dead too,” said the chief. 

“There now,” said Mr, Thomson, “your fortune’s made, Mrs, 
Bryson, you will be n savage queen, a part you have been studying 
for ever since 1 knew you.” 

Mrs. Bryson slew the ribald son-in-law with a look, and turning 


8 
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to the dusky chief, remarked, “This is so very eudden.” 
“Come along, marry you at once,” said the chief, as he set his 

face inland, and pointed to a group of wigwams in the distance. 
Mrs. Bryson at once showed that she was # great woman, and 

ready for emergencies, For sixteen years she had worn a widow's 

weeds, and no man had had the daring to offer to take her to his 

bosom. The homage of the dusky chief was gratifying. She felt 

that she had still a pince and a proper value in the matrimonial 

market. and prided herself on the fact. Shy adjusted her meagre 

wardrobe about her 

person with addi- 

tional dignity, and of 

it was comfort to her “~ 

oo if ale See . 

tcant it was at least —-/! ys LESS 

more adequate than Cha tetiae | XN 

the dress of thore “" ~ 

around her. She é > 

already felt that she < le 

ah & queen, truly : ie) 

only a sava; ueen, 

but then that was 

distinctly better 

than being cooked in 

se es 7 been 

ugges er 

ribald monte aw 
That gentleman did not know what to think. The matrimonial 

complication had in a measure upset his calculation, and as he 

stalked on with the other members of the cortege he had some 

a that he might be utilised as a portion of the wedding break- 

(To be continued next week.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX, 


—_— 


1 ARUNDEL SQUARE, BARNspory, N., 
: ‘ slugust lst, 1896, 

EAR Str.— Allow me to thank you for conferring t 
“Award of Merit” on me, and also for the excellent = = 
“Storer.” I[ am afraid I have taken some liberties with 
the Peale: s -pareogsomy, his world-famous hat, and gin- 
bottle in my hand.shadow show for some years past, and, indeed, 
I am shortly adding new business in connection with his features. 
However, he must excuse me on account of the fun caused to my 
audiences, Wishing you every success—I am, Dear Sir, yours 
faithfully, MAURICE VicToR, 

—— ee 


ONCE AGAIN IT PREVAILS. 

_IT was one of those blood-red sunsets that we see after rain, and 
Eustace and Emmeline stood, he with his strong arm around her 
Jawn-gowned form, upon the balcony outside the first-floor window 
of Hippopotamus House, King’s | . Brighton, watching the 
big orange sun go down on the horizon line just at the point where 
the smoke of the homebound Newhaven boat ix firat to be seen, 
It isn’t worth while taking up space telling you what had happened 
earlier in the evening, because ake it for yourself nfter 
perusing the following remark which fell from Emmeline’s lips. 

“ Tell me, Eusty,” she said, slowly and solemnly, “ have you ever 
kissed any other girl but me?" 

He clasped her a little closer to him, regardless of wrecking two 
ripping good fourpenny smokes hed got stowed away in his 
watch-pocket, and answered with all the generous frankness of the 
true Briton : 

* Darling, the man who could hold your sweet right hand and 
gaze into your pure blue eyes ax I do, and tell you a deliberate lie 
would be a cur—a miserable lying thing. You have asked mea 
straightforward question, and J should be baser than clay did I 
return you a lying answer, I will, therefore, tell you the whole and 
entire truth? I have net /" 

As he finished speaking there was a loud crash from the 
darkened room within, and, two minutes later, when the parlour- 
maid lighted the lamp to see what had happened, it was observed 
that the costly coloured print of George Washington making a 
clean breast of it had fallen from its nail, and lay in twenty 
thousand atoms on the floor, whilst the lodging-house cat whic 
had, in the course of eleven odd years, listened to some pretty 
tall yarns told jn those self-same rooms, lay stiti and stark in a 
swoon on the hearthrug. 

ee 


FOR THE SILENT SEX. 
(There is in course of formation a Club for Lady Orators.) 
From the earliest times 
we know, 
Right down to the 
present day, 
Sweet Woman (from 
Eve and Co.) 
Has never had much 


to say. 
And for this affair to 
atone 
(And ‘tis time that 
this should be done) 
In the journals ‘tis 
lately shown 
That a Club will be 


\ must get her 
elected te the 
Femele Qraters 


shortly run— 

And this they will 
worthily dub 

TRE, Lady Orators’ 
ub. 


To every rule, they 
say, 
Exceptions may e’er be found ; 
Hence one or two ladies may 
Be given to vocal sound. 
If this should be thus, the per 
Of a Club (as they now disclose) 
May afford to the married man 
he chance of a slight repose, 
So, Benedicts, do not snub 
This Feminine Orators’ Club. 


— 


POOR OLD BOY! 
gg 


How we paid out old Uncle Joe, because he wouldn't buy us 
a shrimping net. 


ie 


OUTRIVALLED. 


No matter how bitter our notions may be 

On up-to-date fiction, we're bound to agree 

That Marie Corelli has certainly told 

Of “the Sorrows of Satan” with word-painting bold. 


But A. SLOPER has benten—in fact, not in fiction— 
That wonderful novelist’s wonderful diction, 

By the fine frenzied ravings to which he gave vent 
On “the Sorrows of Sate-on-a-pin-which-was-beut !” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

CrosseD in Love.—The signs that represent kisses in a sweet- 
heart's letter. . 

IKEY Mo is ina high feather about the forthcoming production 
of Cymbeline. He fancies, poor chap, that Irving is going to play 
the part—not of lachimo, but—of Ikey Mo! 

Why is Captain Coe's poetical tipster like an astronomer? 
Because he's a Star-“ Seer,” 


HARD A-PORT. 


“ Any port in a storm "—at least, so Captain Sloper, 1.M.S, 
Boozer, sings, Try his fruity onc-and-nene, 


——« 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL”), 
CHAPPTUR TWENTY-SIX. 


Foar sum wile arftur me and Sirrul wos diposytid limp and 
febul on the r we la bak on a seet in a dark korneer kom. 
pleetly igsorstid bi our feerful voige upon the tempesschewus 
deap. The hand wos stil playin and peepul prommernardin about, 
but if tha had bean a herd of wild alygaiters, or uther beests of 
pray thursting foar mi goar i kood not have draged miself from 
thair parth. : 

Sirrul wos the furst tu brake the silunse. 

“1 doant kno wot yu feal like,” he “but speekin foar miself 
i fancy a a of sumthink short wood be verry kumfertin tu the 
inteeryer. Wot du yu sa tu three of brandy kold !” 

I replied, fantely, that i wos not yused tu spirityus likers as a 
rool, but i thort a drop or tu wood be bennytishul under the cir- 
kumstances, 

Leenin hevaly on his arm we maid our wa orf the peer, and wos 
sune seetid in kKumfut in the bar of wun of the hotells, wair, under 
(se rexixie intloounse of the geenial spirit, we rekuvered ourselves 
rapidly. 

Arftur we had had a brandy kold each we had anuther hot, with 
lemmun and suggar, and then Sirrul insisstid on bavin wan moar 
foar luk. Arftur that, fealin a bit empty, we ajerned tua oister 
shop and had tuduzzun each on the harf shel, with bred and buter 
and a quart of stout betwean us. 

I wos grately ristoard bi this efectiv moad of treetment. A 
kurrius fealin of icksheilarashun took perseshun of me wen i kaim 
out, and i felt a irrvzistabul kravin tu eckserkute a par sule or a 
surpuntine darnse in the rode, wich i wos injused tu abandun at 
the ernest intreety of Sirrul and a pleeseman, hoo maid himself 
unplesently ofishus, Orl the wa hoam i wos in mery mude, and 
sang galy at the T of mi_vois, wich, if it had been propperly 
traned, mite have fild the Albit Horl. I kood ony reckerleckt tu 
songs at the momunt, wun of wich wos“ Orl ina Roe,” and the 
uther “A Life on the Oshun Waiv,” but i gaiv them ovur and ovur 
agane to maik up foar it. 

But a dissygrebbul sirprise wos in stoar foar me. Wen i reeched 
hoam mi mystria wos watin at the gait with raige an’ fury ritun 
upon her faise, 

“Du yu no wot the time is?” she shreeked, “Parst twelve 
aklok it is. How dair yu kum bak at this hower, yu shameliss 
kreechir!" 

“Shameliss kreechir yerself,” i replise, orl mi proud Miffins blud 
boylin in mi yanes ; and then i begins tu tel her of mi advenchir at 


Bee, 

Bat tu mi raige and indignashun, she stops me harf wa thru, 
“ Doan’t 8a no moar,” she sez, “it's esy tu se wot's the matur with 
yu. Yu're intoxykaited, that’s wot yu are, and if i wosn't a 
rispecktuble marrid womun you sh stop out orl nite, Euny- 
how, yu leeves mi servis first thing in the mornin.” 

Hear wos a nise termunashun tu mi munelite sale. 


(To be continued next week.) 


—_—— 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued. ) 
No. 21.—Corpy oF THE Monroe DOCTRINE, THE AMERICAN 
FLaG AXD A Box OF FIGS PRESENTED BY PRESIDENT 
CLEVELAND. 


A. SLOPER has. already had an offer for the copy of the Monroe 
Doctrine from his butterman, ata 4d. per pound. But he did not 
close. No, you see the Eminent’s butterman’s means are limited, 
He is a struggling, though hopeful tradesman, and proud to 
number A. SLOPER amongst his creditors. It being a weighty 
document and priceless, the thing is impossible, or otherwise 
A. SLOPER might have been tempted to doa deal, The American 
flag is very beautiful, and never a better one has waved over a 
Christmas tree. It is proudly planted in a bung plucked from a 
Bourbon whiskey barrel. There is no mistake about that bung, 
the aroma clings to it still. Carried in the pocket asa substitute 
for rested la | salts, it would be found useful. The figs are ex- 
ceptionally fine, and A, SLOPER has generously placed a sample on 
the counter at 99 Shoe Lane, for all comers to worry. One worry 
will suffice, and it is entirely oeooals the F.O.M. having given 
instructions to his head cashier in no way to press it. 


(To be continued.) 
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THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 442,—Mr. GENERAL JACKSON, F.O.S, 


“Lest our readers should fall into the error of 
Supposing our hero to be connected with the military 
service, we have added a prefix to the name by whic 
he is generally known throughout the theatrical 
profession. Nor is he, we believe, in any way related 
to the distinguished officer of the same title, who 

layed so prominent a part in America's history ; 

ut the General Jackson under «discussion is, never- 
theless, a personage of considerable importance. 
As one of the cleverest advance agents on the road, he 
has long known to fame, and it was chiefly for 
this reason that he was created F.O.S., and the 
‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him August Ist, 
1896," —Debrett Improved, 


HANDY FOR THE FACE. 
“T do wish you would leave off fooling with 


pry black mask it — 7 oye li . apd 
of those nigger chaps.” ut I am doin 
this with a motive: the last man we ati, 
—_ my bootmaker—and here comes my 
tailor.” 


Pp 


< 


OUT OF HIS CENSUS. 

Parishioner (to Registrar). What! only 
five more on the books since last census? 
Why, I have subscribed more myself, 


HINTS TO TOURISTS. 
© Some charming sunset effects can be seen 

from the neighbourhood of Beachy Head.” 

—Local Guide Book. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
EASILY DONE. 


Ethel. Oh! there’s your husband. 


him now, d 


, dear? 
Flora, Oh! it’s all right, now ; we haven't had a cross word for 


eighteen months. 


Ethel, Splendid! How dv you manage it? 


Flora, We never speak s 


A SHARP ANSWER. 


Dad. Confound this razor! it's like trying to shave with an 


old saw. 


Mum, 1 don't know how that can be. It was beautifully sharp 
yesterday, when I ripped up a lot of your old shirts with it. 


PLEASANT FOR BERT. 


“DEAR BERTIE,—I am on at the Folly 


at Little Puddleton, and creating a rare 
sensation. 


I've had 1 don’t know how many 


porals, heaps of bouquets. I expect 


you'll be a bit upset, but don’t, on any account, 
turn up; it would spoil the whole show, 
Your loving wifie-pifie,—MADGE.” 


ANOTHER HOLIDAY FOR 'EM. 


“ Did you hear that the ironworkers down 


our way have gone out on strike?” “ Ah! 
some trades have all the luck.” 


How do you get along with 


_ 


[ Saturday, August 15, 1696, 
THE ONLY CLAN HE KNEW, 


The Colonel, Are youn Scotchman? 

Reernit (wishing to curry farour). Yis, sorr. 

The Culonel (suspiciously). What clan do you belong to! 
Recruit. The Clan-na-gacl, sort. 


THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 


No, 21.—SNATCHER. 


_ Several pals of Snatcher's have remarked from 
time to time, “Snatcher, what 2 handsome pup 
you must have been!” and he has never known 
whether to take it asa compliment or not. A, 
SLOPER was somewhat deceived when he pur: 
chased him from a gentleman of the “fancy” in 
Regent Street as a Special Scotch toy terrier, 
with the assurance that he had done growing. 
He has grown bodily and mentally a good deal 
since then. A. SLOPER believes Snatcher has 
had the mange, but if he has it made no differ. 
ence to his beauty while on him. Some time 
after he became one of the Family he narrowly 
escaped hanging at the hands of William Higgins, 


Hapety he was cut down by Mrs. 


ort in the 
nick of time. He has also suffered the indignity 
of the “saucepan tail,” applied to him by the 
same ingenious youth. Snatcher classes himself 
asa fighting dug. He is here represented in the 
hour of triumph, after a set-to with an animal 
half hia size. A. SLOPER last winter got Evelina 
to manufacture a walking costume for him out 
of some of the Family cast-off, so that he might 
attend Mr.and Mrs, 8S. in style during Sunday 
parade in Rattersea Park. He only wore it once. 
Snatcher «peaking of the muzzle order observe-. 
“ Law's law ; but where is the advantage of good 
features if they are masked?” 


